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Many  of  iis  rerall  an  event  wliieli  awakens  memories 
too  sail,  too  bitter,  to  be  voiced  in  words. 

It  came  as  a  fnneral  dirge  to  mar  tlie  joyous  tones  of 
wedding  bells— like  a  pall  of  midnight  drawn  over  the 
bright  face  of  noon. 

The  tired  legions  rested;  the  arms  were  stacked.  One 
flag  was  folded  never  to  be  unfurled  again-;  the  other,  gar- 
landed with  victory,  was  kissed  by  the  glad  air  in  which 
it  waved,  the  emblem  of  a  nation  disenthralled,  saved — 
"the  freeman's  only  hope  and  home." 

The  sounds  of  war  were  hushed  from  the  Potomac  to 
the  Rio  Grande,  and  the  flowers  and  grass  of  early  spring 
had  come  to  deck  the  graves  of  the  heroic  dead.  The 
camps  were  vocal  with  songs  of  gladness,  and  the  weary 
veterans  were  waiting  for  Father  Abraham's  word  to  re- 
turn to  their  waiting  homes. 

Th^  joy  of  those  homes  was  boundless,  and  life  took 
on  its  brightest  colors  for  the  wives  and  families  who 
for  years  had  been  waiting,  hoping,  praying  for  this  day 
of  great  deliverance;  song  and  shout  and  glad  acclaim 
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were  heard  on  every  liand;  men  grasped  each  other  by  the 
hand  m  silence,  while  tears  of  joy  rolled  down  their  faces, 
the  bells  rang  out  their  merriest  peals,  business  was  sus- 
pended, and  all  thoughts  of  the  great  North  were  turned 
to  welcome  the  new  found  peace. 

But  suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  scenes  of  joy 
and  triumph,  as  a  lightning  flash  in  a  cloudless  sky,  came 
the  fall  of  Lincoln  by  the  assassin's  hand,  and  all  the  joy 
was  turned  to  sadness— a  sorrow  too  deep  and  bitter  at 
first  for  words— the  nation  was  struck  dumb  and  silence 
fell  on  all  the  land;  then  came  the  bugle  notes  for  the 
assembly,  and  the  old  battalions  formed  again  in  silence, 
the  stacked  arms  were  seized,  and  mutterings  of  a  ven- 
geance more  fearful  than  had  ever  stirred  those  veteran 
ranks  before,  now^  were  heard  where  the  songs  of  peace 
awoke  the  echoes  but  an  hour  before. 

Never  was  an  army  so  tried,  never  a  people  so  rudely 
shocked. 

From  a  plain  country  lawyer  at  the  beginning  of  the 
struggle,  regarded  by  the  world  as  an  accident  of  Ameri- 
can politics,  eclipsed  by  the  matured  reputation  of  prac- 
tical statesmen  who  surrounded  him,  Lincoln  had  grad- 
ually, without  art  or  artifice,  won  his  way  to  the  hearts  of 
the  i^eople  at  home,  and  the  soldiers  in  the  field;  the  most 
brilliant  statesmen  of  his  day  gradually  paled  before  him, 
as  the  brightest  stars  pale  before  the  rising  sun ;  and  even 
the  dazzling  brilliancy  of  renown  which  victory  brought 
to  successful  leaders  in  the  field,  made  them  only  second 
to  Lincoln  in  the  esteem  of  all ;  he  had  impressed  himself 


alike  upou  the  head  and  the  heart,  not  only  of  his  country- 
men, but  of  the  world ;  the  crude  unwisdom  which  he  was 
thought  to  have  brought  to  the  administration  of  national 
affairs,  when  submitted  to  the  friction  of  the  times,  like  the 
diamond,  was  polished  until  it  dazzled  the  doubters,  first 
into  silence,  then  into  praise. 

Untroubled  by  ostentatious  dignity  and  unvexed  by 
ambition,  the  world  saw  him,  with  equal  ease,  reach  the 
lowest  depths  or  the  greatest  heights  of  humanity,  and  all 
his  public  career  was  so  illuminated  by  a  kind,  genial, 
loving  human  nature,  that  the  diplomats  of  Europe,  the 
statesmen  of  America,  the  leaders  of  action  everywhere, 
as  well  as  the  masses  of  the  people,  had  come  to  love  him 
for  his  kindly  nature. 

In  diplomacy  a  master,  in  deportment  an  exemplar, 
in  speech  a  model,  he  had  come  to  be  a  standard  for  other 
men  to  be  measured  by— the  world  looked  on  in  wonder 
to  see  how  his  human  nature,  unspoiled  by  his  surround- 
ings, kept  gleams  of  sunshine  ever  ready  to  break  through 
upon  his  darkest  hours — to  see  him  with  sad  face,  but 
courageous  heart  and  wise  head  confront  the  dangers  of 
his  time,  and  when  all  others  stood  dismayed,  quietly  rise 
superior  to  the  storm  and  control  it— to  see  him  at  times, 
almost  alone,  with  hand  on  helm  and  watchful  eye,  when 
night  and  storm  and  darkness  in  their  wondrous  strength 
threatened  destruction. 

His  simple  faith  in  the  triumph  of  the  right  had  come 
to  be  to  the  people  "as  the  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a 
weary  land," 


Surrounded  by  those  who  wielded  power,  he  never 
forgot  or  lost  faith  in  the  plain  people  from  whom  the 
power  came;  his  ear  was  always  open  to  their  pleadings, 
and  the  letter  of  a  heartbroken  wife  or  mother  on  behalf 
of  a  wounded  husband  or  son  claimed,  his  attention  more 
promptly  than  a  State  paper  from  the  Court  of  St.  James. 

His  thoughts  followed  the  soldier  boys  in  their 
marches  and  battles,  into  the  trenches  and  up  the  bristling 
heights  of  Vieksburg,  into  the  clouds  at  Lookout,  on  the 
bloody  fields  of  Chickamauga  and  Shiloh,  on  the  death- 
swept  heights  of  Gettysburg,  at  Bull  Run,  Fair  Oaks, 
Seven  Pines,  Chancellorsville,'  the  Shenandoah  and  the 
deadly  Wilderness,  at  Libby  and  Andersonville,  and 
through  it  alb  his  simple  faith  and  kindly  human  sympa- 
thy gradually  drew  the  heart  of  the  army  to  him,  so  that 
in  their  hour  of  victory  they  coupled  the  name  of  Father 
Abraham  with  their  songs  of  triumph,  and  when  sickness, 
wounds  and  defeat  came,  somehow  the  spirit  of  his  kindly, 
hopeful  human  nature  reached  them  in  hospital,  or  on 
the  retreat,  or  as  they  lay  wounded  and  thirsting  with 
the  awful  thirst  of  the  wounded  soldier,  and  through  it 
all  that  spirit  came  as  a  solace  and  a  balm;  from  his  heart 
to  every  soldier's  heart  stretched  chords  of  sympathy, 
aiid  the  assassin's  ])istol  failed  to  sever  them,  for  today, 
from  every  soldier's  heart  to  Lincoln's  grave  they 
stretch,  and  all  tlie  kindly  feeling  of  the  olden  time  is 
awakened  as  they  gather  around  his  tomb. 

When  he  fell,  then,  in  the  supreme  moment  of  triumph, 
his  heart  full  of  kindly  feelings  for  the  vanquished,  and 


sympathy  for  the  suti'erers,  when  the  people  of  the  Xorth 
saw  him  thus  wantonly  struck  down,  and  the  army  saw 
their  ideal  father  hurried  to  his  death  by  an  assassin,  can 
it  l.e  wondered  that  the  public  heart  stood  stih ;  that  the 
ranks  of  the  army  were  re-formed ;  that  the  stacked  mus- 
kets were  gra  -^ped  again ;  that  the  harsh  notes  of  war  rang 
out  again  before  the  echoes  of  the  songs  of  peace  had 
died  away ;  that  the  bright  and  joyous  homes  of  the  North 
were  again  darkened  with  a  grief  more  poignant  than 
before,  because  it  tread  so  closely  on  the  heels  of  joy  ? 

And  not  only  was  this  true  in  the  homes  of  the  North, 
Init  in  the  desolate  homes  of  the  South  as  well,  homes 
already  darkened  by  the  loss  of  loved  ones  and  shrouded 
in  the  gloom  of  a  terrible  defeat. 

Sitting  a:,  they  were  already,  amid  the  ashes  and 
ruins  of  all  they  fought  for  and  hoped  for,  with  life  on.y 
left,  to  brood  in  •  hopeless  sorrow  over  their  fruitless 
struggle,  their  folded  banners  and  their  fallen  cause,  the 
gleam  of  peace  which  had  come  to  them  was  brightened 
by  the  gunsliina  of  kindly  sympathy  which  they,  with  all 
the  world,  had  found  in  Lincoln's  nature,  and  his  hand 
was  already  stretching  out  to  them  in  their  darkness  and 
desolation;  his  very  nature  spanned  their  darkened  skies 
as  a  rainbow,  bidding  them  hope ;  in  their  shipwreck  the 
friendy  sail  that  was  bearing  down  on  them  to  answer 
their  signals  of  distress  was  suddenly  sunk  to  the  bottom, 
and  they  felt  themselves  adrift  upon  an  ocean  of  ruin 
with  no  friendly  sail  in  sight. 


They  surely  were  left  to  taste  the  bitterest  fruit  of 
unholy  ambition,  we  to  endure  a  sorrow  more  keen  than 
any  people  ever  felt,  and  the  army  to  exercise  a  self- 
restraint  such  as  no  army  ever  did  before. 

The  palms  of  victory  came  to  Lincoln,  but  they  were 
borne  to  him  by  the  hand  of  death.  The  nation  mourned 
him  as  it  never  mourned  one  before. 

It  was  not  a  mere  official  mourning,  but  each  one  felt 
it  as  a  personal  bereavement. 

The  shadow  of  the  death  entered  every  household, 
and  its  sable  drapery  covered  every  door  post. 

His  life  was  and  is  a  marvel.  Honesty,  integrity 
and  simplicity  were  the  jewels  of  that  life.  In  origin 
humble,  in  ways  simple,  without  grace  of  face  and  form, 
unskilled  in  standard  statecraft,  or  the  learning  of  the 
schools,  he  moved  through  life  a  plain,  sad-faced  man, 
l}ut  master  of  all  who  came  within  the  magic  circle  of  his 
witchery,  a  circle  more  potent  than  Richelieu's. 

He  personally  won  men  to  him,  and  those  who  came 
in  contact  with  him  felt  the  spell  and  submitted  to  its 
thraldom,  led  by  the  invisible  chords  of  his  marvelous 
power.  He  felt  his  way  to  the  heart  and  the  judgment 
of  all. 

He  thought  as  the  average  man  thinks,  he  reasoned 
as  the  average  man  reasons.  No  elevation  or  success 
moved  him. 

His  nature  was  a  strong  adamant  to  endure  all 
vicissitudes  unchanged,  but  with  it  was  mixed  a  kindly 
humor  like  the  flowering  vine  that  climbs  the  rocky  moun- 


tain  face,  that  gave  him  a  wondrous  zest  and  sparkle,  and 
served  him  as  an  Ahadin's  lamp  to  open  to  him  all  the 
chambers  and  all  the  treasures  of  the  hearts  of  his  fel- 
lows.   In  his  genial  presence : 

"The  nights  were  full  of  music, 
And  the  cares  that  infest  the  day 
Folded  their  tents  like  the  Arabs 
And  silently  stole  away." 

As  well  might  the  hasheesh-eater  attempt  to  analyze 
its  seductive  influence  as  for  those  who  felt  the  spell  of 
Lincoln's  voice  and  presence,  to  say  where  and  what  it 
was. 

Others  were  more  polished,  learned  and  graceful,  but 
he  attracted  even  the  polished,  learned  and  graceful,  and 
made  them  forget  themselves  while  listening  to  him. 

His  power  over  men  was  subtle  as  thought,  winning 
as  the  love-light  in  the  eye  of  woman,  and  happy  as  the 
smile  that  ripples  over  the  face  of  sleeping  infancy. 

Though  humble  in  his  origin,  the  world  and  history 
care  no  more  for  his  origin  than  for  that  of  Caesar,  Alex- 
ander or  Washington. 

He  marked  an  epoch  in  history,  from  which  men  may 
be  measured  and  events  dated. 

He  has  become  a  source  himself,  as  in  tracing  titles, 
beyond  which  it  were  vain  to  go. 

His  patent  of  nobility  came  from  on  high,  and  no 
rules  of  heraldry  can  impeach  it.    He  commenced  an  era. 

He  is  one  of  the  world's  corner-stones  marking  the 
b.oundary  line  between  freedom  and  slavery. 
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Ju  tile  world's  Pautlieoii  lie  holds  the  place  of  honor 
ill  luoderii  times.  His  iiaiiie  is  linked  with  every  story  of 
the  war. 

His  features  are  engraved  in  the  heart  of  every  sol- 
dier. His  name  was  mingled  with  the  shouts  of  victory 
on  every  battlefield  where  the  LTnion  armies  triumphed, 
and  Lincoln  and  liberty  are  synonyms  in  the  humble 
cabins  of  a  race  by  him  set  free.  ^  '  ^ 

His  name  is  preserved  in  our  hisiory,  his  memory 
embalmed  in  our  literature,  and  his  acls  ])resorved  in  our 
laws  and  institutions. 

As  President  of  the  Republic  he  was  an  example  of 
the  simplicity  designed  by  its  founders,  and  as  a  faithful 
public  servant  forgetful  of  self,  unstained  by  power,  un- 
dismayed by  defeat,  unchanged  by  success,  and  thought- 
ful of  the  people  from  whom  power  comes,  he  was  worthy 
the  emulation  of  all  who  may  follow  him. 

When  his  work  was  done,  with  his  name  on  every 
tongue,  his  sunhsine  on  every  heart  that  came  within  his 
reach,  his  homely  w^ords  engraved  on  all  good  hearts,  and 
his  memory  a  treasure  for  all  mankind,  he  closes  his  pure 
and  simple  life,  and  carrying,  unstained,  the  jewels  of 
honesty,  integrity,  and  simplicity,  which  were  the  working 
tools  of  his  life,  he  laid  them  before  the  great  white 
throne,  and  with  him  came  the  tears  of  joy  and  songs  of 
praise  for  their  deliverance  from  millions  of  God's-sable 
children  on  earth. 


